





or tubes, on chairs, on the chill sand, like gypsies who have finally found 
a campsite. Federico’s quiet pleasure has begun to infect the others. 

At eight o’clock he proclaims in a holiday voice, “Pausa!” 

Five hundred yards away, where the road ends, there is a solitary 
restaurant, and there Fellini and his actors take over a long table. Soon 
they are joined by his wife, Giulietta Masina, and a number of relatives. 
Again I am amazed to see Fellini punctually rise from the table a few 
minutes before the end of the hour. His behavior at work is an unremitting 
demonstration of professional conscience. He is really a very good little boy. 

At midnight we shoot the first take: the arrival of the cars (Sequence 
28, switched from day to night). The whole company and Guido, Luisa 
and their friends have come to see the spaceship, still under construction. 
In fact, the two towers have not yet reached their full height. The work- 
men are still busy on them during the day, and shooting dates have been 
worked out so that the construction will reach its full height in time for 
the press conference. 


Monday, September 10 At eight in the evening Gianni’s voice is carried 
by power megaphone all over the dark beach. From the first platform of 
the higher tower he begins turning on his reflectors. At first only the wind- 
shields and bumpers of the trucks and the metal walls of the workshops 
reflect the light. 

Around the big table in the shanty used as a dressing room by the 
workmen building the towers, the production staff holds a council of war 
to discuss preparations for the circus. Now some smaller lights at ground 
level make the grass look greener and softer than it is. Fellini goes to dine 
with the actors. Barbara, who is visiting, exclaims in her hesitant Italian, 
“Oh, Federico, how French you look in that beret!” 

As Gianni proceeds with his work, more and more of the steel tubing 
emerges from the dark. When it all looks white, the job is done. The light 
is so strong that we can clearly distinguish all the colors of the electricians’ 
clothes as they come down the long stairway from the platform. Then, 
little by little, the towers recede into the dark. The voices of the watchmen 
on the beach are all we can hear. 
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